POEMS.	427
But give me leave, on this occasion, To make one little observation: Tho' no good reason is assign'd, At least not any I can find, Why I should be deaf, dumb, or blind ; Yet since it was resolved above, By this same Fool-obeying Jove, I must not speak, or hear, or see, Surely, to soften the decree, He might have left the choice to me. Were that the case, I would dispense With sight, and wit, and eloquence, Still to retain my fav'rite sense: For grant, my friend, we should admit, What some may doubt, that I have wit; What are the mighty pow'rs of speech ? What useful purpose do they reach ? When vain and impotent you see, Ev'n down from Socrates to me, All the bons mots that e'er were said, To mend the heart or clear the head: Fools will be fools, say what we will, And rascals will be rascals still.
But rather I your case would be in, Say you, than lose the power of seeing; The face of Nature, you will say, Is ever cheerful, ever gay; And Beauty, parent of Delight, Must always charm the ravish'd sight.
This choice, perhaps, I might commend; But here you have forgot, my friend, That Nature's face, and Beauty's heav'n, Lose all their charms at seventy-seven;